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Bibbing made a gesture of impatience. "I think we can
leave the question of knives or bullets to our champion/5 he
said, "when we have decided who it is to be.5' He looked up
the room. Bather to Ms surprise, Anckarstrorsa had raised his
two arms and grasped the two rusty nails from which the
pictures had been removed. He stood so a moment, almost
as if crucified. Then he loosened the nails from the piaster,
jingled them together in his hand and put them into a pocket
hidden beneath his cioali.

"Whoever is to do it," said Clas Horn, with forced rhetoric,
"will be known as our leader, as the saviour of the country
from the powers of Hell! We should choose him to-night. We
should make him sit here as master of the feast." He drew
back the armchair that stood at the head of the table. He
glanced at Bjelke, then more hopefully at Bibbing. Pontus
was returning; the host followed with a tray of soup-plates.
But as the latter reached the table, began to push back the
disarranged tricolour, it was Captain Jakob Anckarstrom who
walked slowly to the arm-chair and sat himself down upon its
leather seat.